90                               ALUN   LEWIS

ALUN LEWIS

Christmas Holiday

Big-uddered piebald cattle low

The shivering chestnut stallion dozes

The fat wife sleeps in her chair

Her lap is filled with paper roses

The poacher sleeps in the goose-girl's arms

Incurious after too much eating

All human beings are replete.

But the cock upon the dunghill feels
God's needle quiver in his brain
And thrice he crows: and at the sound
The sober and the tipsy men
With one accord leap out of bed
And start the war again.

The fat wife comfortably sleeping
Sighs and licks her lips and smiles

But the goose-girl is weeping.

Easter in Christmas

Whatdark and terrible shadow is swaying in the wind?
Beautiful are thy dwellings, Lord of Hosts,

Lovers cannot reach each other ;
Stars are burnt by an insane fire ;